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a, twofold9 errand, the first part of which was unpleasant •enough, while the second was agreeable and even splendid.
As the result of a brain fever, Lieutenant N------, of the 7th
chasseurs, fell into a complete state of childishness. Marshal Augereau assigned to me the duty of taking the poor young man, first, to Paris, to see Murat, who had always taken an interest in him; then, if Murat wished it, to the Quercy. As I had not seen my mother since I set out for the campaign of Austerlite, and as I knew that she was not far from Saint-C&r6, at the chateau of Bras, which my father had bought some time before his death, I accepted with pleasure a mission which, while enabling me to be of service to Marshal Murat, would allow me to pass some days with my mother. The marshal sent me a good carriage, and I took the road to Paris. But the heat and want of sleep excited my poor companion to such a degree that, passing from idiocy to raving madness, he went near to kill me with a blow from a coach-wrench. Never did I have a more unpleasant journey. At last I
reached Paris, and brought Lieutenant N"------to Murat, who
resided during the summer at the chateau of Neuilly.    The
marshal begged me to complete my task, and to bring N------
to the Quercy. I agreed, in the hope of seeing my mother,• but observed that I could not start for twenty-four hours, since Marshal Augereau had entrusted me with despatches for the Emperor, and I was going to Bambouillet to find him. I went thither, in pursuance of my orders, that very day.
I do not know what were the contents of the despatches which I bore, but they made the Emperor very thoughtful. He sent for M. de Talleyrand, and went oft with him to Paris, ordering me to follow, and to present myself that evening to Marshal Duroc. I obeyed, and waited for a long time in one of the rooms of the Tuileries, till Duroc, coming out of the Emperor's study and leaving the door ajar, gave directions in a loud voice for an orderly officer to get ready to start by the post on a distant mission. But Napoleon called out : * Duroc, that is unnecessary, for we have got Marbot here going back to Angereau ,* he can go on to Berlin; Frankfort Is half-way there/ Accordingly, Duroc instructed me to get                     P poor fellow could not help himself, having got a bullet through his thigh, and his blood had stained the ice floe which supported him. It was a horrible sight. Seeing a numerous staff surrounded by guards, the man judged thatuld swim. Men and horses struggled in the
